IHEY-REZIFAMOUSEZZZ 
THEY.RE FABUMOUSE. NE 
AND THEY.RE HERE 
TO SAVE THE DAY! 
LHEY.RESIHE 


\ i 


AND THESE ARE THEIR ^ 
ADVENTURES! 





Geronimo Stilton 


MICE TO THE 
RESCUE! 


Scholastic Ine. 





When darkness falls over Muskrat City, the 
Sewer Rats slither info the alleys to cause 
chaos aboveground. But the citizens of 
Muskrat City Know that there are mysterious 
figures watching over Them. ready 
to fight evil at all costs. 

They are strong. they are invincible. 
they are fearless — well, almost. ... 


They are the Heromice! 











Hei102 HELLO, 
Geronimo? 


lt was a warm autumn Sunday and I was 
soaking my tired PANS іп a bubbling 
blue cheese pawbath. . . . 

Oops — I haven't introduced myself! My 
name is Stilton, Geronimo C ftl logo, and 
I run The Rodent's Gazette, Mouse Island's 
most famouse newspaper. p 

Anyway, | was relaxing in my | 
pawchaäif after a long 
weekend at the GOLDEN 
CHEDDAR FESTIVAL, 
the most important film 
festival in New Mouse 
City. 

In the last three 


9 








So on 
Sunday, | 
was enjoying 
a little bit of 
hard-earned 


Ж Memo? HELLO, Geronimo? 
= r 


rest when the 
PHone rang. 
I had a strange 
feeling I wouldn't be relaxing for long. ... 
«Hello? Hello, Geronimo?" It was 
my old friend Hercule Poirat! 
"Hercule, is that you?" I asked. "Long 
time, no see!" 
He cleared his throat. "Oh, yes, yes, l've 
been very І9Ш б y lately... ." 
I knew all about being busy! “Me, too,” I 
said. “I just —" 
But Hercule cut me off, sounding 


urgent. "Listen, Geronimo, we have some 


0 





Wziio? Helio, GERONIMO? 


SERIOUS things to 
discuss. Muskrat City 
needs you!” 

Mighty mozzarella, this 
was one of these 


telephone calls! They 


ALWAYS end the same 


way — with Hercule 


dragging me into some 
wild, crazy, dangerous 
adventure! 

"Geronimo? Are you 
there?" Hercule asked. 
"| need you to come 
RIGHT AWAY" 

"But — no, er — the 
truth is — I'm taking a 


relaxing pawbath!" 


I squeaked. 
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"Genius idea, partner!" Swiftpaws yelled. 

Chattering cheddar, I wasn't in the mood 
for a compliment! “беў me down! 2 
I cried. 

But instead, Swiftpaws called out an 


instruction to his own supersuit: "RACKET 
In a split second, Swiftpaws's suit 
transformed into a tennis racket! 





GERONIMO SuPERSTILTON 15 Herel 


zinaction!" he cried. 


q | knew wha was happening, he hit 


me with a blast of stratospheric power. 

Boom! 

I flew through the air at supersonic speed, 
this time pointed toward ON E; the last 
henchmouse still standing. 

Blam! . 

With a single HIT, | sent him to the 
ground. Holey cheese! 





Geronimo SurERsTILTON 15 Here! 


“Victary!” Swiftpaws yelled as he ran 
to meet me. 


At least, that's what I think he said. My 
snout was SONATINE and I was Seeing 
stars: 

Swiftpaws gave me a high five. “It didn't 
take long to defeat them, huh, partner?” 

I tried to clear my head. “But, Swiftpaws, 


I'm mt cut out to be a Heromousel 


I’m 


“Supermodest?” he 
A ê a^ suggested. 


аж “No! Рт —" 
“Superstrong?” 
he tried. 
“No!” 
SWIFTPAWS 
grinned at me. 
"Superawesome?" 





GERONIMO SUPERSTILTON 15 Here! 





Cheese and crackers! I twisted my tail 
into a knot. “No, no, and no! 
“That's where youre wrong, partner,” 


Swiftpaws said. “You are GERONIMO 
SUPERSTILTON! 


tile Wo. 131502 
Geronimo Super stil Lon 


Wha: Alias Geronimo Stilton: the strongest 
heromouta in Muckrat lity but the 
biggest Fraidy mouse, Low 


Strength‘ forgets al af hig fears Lo 


protect the weak. 
qian Pea AMA 
Weakness: (навел t believe i Fisel 


Wert: Мо one knows exactly what ms 


Superpowers are. 















HEROMICE 
1н Action! 


| sighed. “І just don't think Pm cut out to be 
aHeromouse: Hercule!” 
“Shhh!” Swiftpaws responded, | 
“Remember, when we wear these 
costumes, our 


T true identities must 
file No. 71950 


wit paws [remain a secret! 
wit Upawe 


so don't call me 
Who: Bae Hercule Beirat; the fiercest 


багиташ in шг Why. m Hercule anymo == 


Where he lues: In Вём Mouse LEN итеге пе 
iš a private invest igatar, ап d in Muskrat City. 
where he payi the role Y Î раме. 


Strength: he has tons of supersmer! 
gadgets to help him on his misses. 


Powers: With his supers eit. he ig able tn 
ут h гаса! inte an M hit ng he wam ig 


= gr ie صر‎ gm dis di d |, ЯЬ AA ЯЬ d 
Бі PI БІ Б] Plalajajėli № | 3 | т | 
PR ШИ ШАШ WE ww ў 


ka ГЕШ Г бы ITE 








HEROMICE IN ACTIONI 





As the smoke cleared, I spotted a CAR 
driving toward us with the doors wide open. 
MOLDY MOZZARELLA! That wasn’t just any car. 
It was Tony Sludge's SLUDGEMOBILE! He was 
the notorious leader of the Sewer Rats of 
Rottington, now (luckily!) in prison. The 
rodent who was helping pull the stunned 
ONE, TWO, and TH REE into the car was 

i none other than 
SLicK£uß, Tony's 


right-hand rat. 





The gnt- hand rat, of the Sewer hats 
| header, ЛУ Fudge. 
L dis Ше 
| nd шуга. WE 

gu the sewers and above i 
| meis finds something interesting n Bi 
| diretta of Muskrat Му to report to Tony. 

(Тое had he нагі 


Yes a Geni 3 


| гог the Sener hats) 
| Mene of bis p 


I eunceed. 


lane ever seen U 


C? 
الات‎ 


oU 
une on! 
¿e 


Ясвомісе ік Action! 


А second later, а deafening noise rang 
through the air as the Sludgemobile drilled 
a hole in the asphalt. It launched itself into 
the sewers below before I could even BLINK. 

“Well, partner; | said with a sigh, 
"it looks like our nemeses have disappeared. 
We let them vanish, like superfools!" 

Swiftpaws nodded. "YES... but it’s 
not over yet!” 

Rotten rats’ teeth, what was he squeaking 
about? 

“Proton and Electron will know how to 
HELP,” he 


assured me. 


"Come on, 
lets go to 
the secret 
base right 


away!” 





HEROMICE ін Action! Ра 


І gulped, feeling ту whiskers wobble. 
“| — I have an important ARTICLE to 
finish," I stammered. "You don't need me 
anymore, anyway... .” 

| was about to flee when Swiftpaws put 
his paw on my shoulder. “Superstilton, 
Muskrat City will need 
you. Never forget that!” 

“But... but I —” 


"Have couragel he urged, cutting 


me off. "The secret base 15 only _ 
a two-minute flight.” 4 4 


And before І knew it, he ¡EQ 

had transformed himself М 

into a hang glider! 
"Y-F-PLYOHT?I" 

I squeaked, my 

whiskers trembling 


9 


in fright. 





4 Heronice in Action! 


Just thinking about FLYING again, | 
turned as pale as a slice of mozzarella. Why, 
oh, why am I such a 'fraidy mouse? 

“I — ГІІ just take a little jog, thanks!" 

I cried, dashing off as fast as my 
paws would take me. 








* Base CALLING SUPERSTILTON] 


going for a 
run?” 
“Uh, y-yes!” 
| stuttered. “Just 
to, um, release 
Tension, you know...” 
Oh, I must have sounded Super, y 
“What an athlete!” piped up Proton, 
Electron's friend and partner. “Well, if 1 
were you, | would turn down the next alley. 
Theres a SHOPECUE to the secret 
base!” ы 
І couldn't RUN much farther, anyway. 
But I didn't want Proton and Electron to 
know that! 
“Well, if my PRESENCE is necessary, 
I guess I could postpone the rest of my run," 
| said, puffing up my chest. "Duty first! ГЇЇ 
be there soon. Superstilton out." 


v 








* Base GALLING SUPERSTILTON] 


Before І could 
think too much about 
it, I plugged my snout 

flying 
жар i into the trash! 
My tail landed on a 
bouquet of prickly dead 
roses. Youch! 
While I tried to pull the 
thorns out of my HU, my 
watch rang again. 
"Superstilton, what are you doing inside 
the trash bin?” Electron asked, giggling. 
"Oh, I, um, | saw some suspicious 
movement and I wanted to check it out,” I 
improvised, “Luckily, it was a false alarm. 
All clear!" 


"Good!" she responded, winking. "Now 
try going down the manhole, okay?" 


9 






































Just then, someone knocked on the door. 
Knock, knock! 
Bigpaws's colas peeked in. “Director, 
Slice McMuenster is here to see you. 
| SHOULD I LET HIM IN?" 
"Who?" Bigpaws asked, confused. 
‘SLICE McMUENSTER.“ 














the secretary repeated. "The director of 
Rattercity Prison." 

"Oh, of course, send him in!" Bigpaws 
said. | 

A sinister -looking rodent appeared in the 
doorway. As he did, LIGHTNING struck 


outside the window, 








lighting up his snout 
in a spooky way. A 
deafening crack of 
thunder followed. 


1 Вос); 
| Bigpaws had 


a bad feeling 
about this... 








PRISONER ZERO 


McMuenster narrowed his eyes and 
shifted. "Meanwhile, the Heromice 
continue to capture criminals." 

"Yes," said Bigpaws with a sigh. "We can't 
go on like this for much longer. The cells 
are way too UEU, But what's your 
point?" 


к. а т“ 

"s | 
A a > | 

| а. WEE ГА, crumpled piece of paper 


McMuenster pulled a 


from his pocket. “І 
campiled a list 
of the most dangerous 
criminals confined 
here. 1 propose that 
we transfer them to my 
prison." 

Bigpaws raised 
an eyebrow. “Can I 
ask why you're so 
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PRISONER Zero 


interested in my prisoners?" 

MeMUENSTER didn’t flinch. “We know 
that this prison is very old, and that you're 
understaffed, At the fortress, we 
have high-tech O with specialized 
guards and a SUpet ephisticated, control 


system." 
The director of Mouskatraz nodded. He 
began to look over the list. but when 


he got to the last line he turned as pale 
as a slice of mozzarella. 
"IMPOSSIBLE!" 

McMuenster's expression 
didn't change. “You 
read it right. The list 
includes the notorious 





PRISONER ДЕКО 


"But it's far too risky to transfer him!” 
exclaimed Bigpaws with a Shiver, 

McMuenster scoffed. "Warden, you aren't 
Scared, are you? Tony Sludge is just a 
prisoner, like all the others." 

*No, Sludge is the LEADER of the 
fewer Rats. and he has sworn to 
destroy Muskrat City!" Bigpaws yelled. 
"Does he seem like just another „g 
prisoner to you?” 3 

McMuenster rubbed + 
his P A VV S together ' 
and gave a & 
grin. "It's your choice, 
but my offer is only 
valid if ALL of the 
prisoners on the list 
are transferred — 


no exceptions.” 





PRISONER Zero 


^Why are you Ins 18 ting on this?" 
asked Bigpaws. 

"Do you want to keep the city's big Best 
eriminals in a prison with a high 


risk of revolt?" McMuenster responded 

COOLLY. “If you keep them here, the 

safety of your fellow citizens is at stake." 
Biepaws was silent for a moment. 

Then he sighed. “Fine. But I want 

STELLAR security measures when 

the prisoners are transferred. 

Pl contact Commissioner 

Ratford — he'll 

know who should 

supervise the 

operation.” 
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myself to your share of breakfast. . . ." 
І was too late! 

"Don't worry, Superstilton,“ Tess said 
sweetly. “We set something aside for 


"us 


you." She PUINI ED to a tray on the 







windowsill. 
“But it's... empty!” I said. 
“Dont be FOOLED,” said 
Electron slyly, popping up from 








FAMILY History E 


time! By now, I knew it as well as the back of 
my own paw. I tried to think of a way to 
distract him, but it was too late! My friend 
had already begun his £4 ORE 
"Tess, your ancestor, Tyson Technopaws, 
was a TRUE genius!" said Swiftpaws 
solemnly. “Thanks to him, my grandfather 
became the mythical Masked Mouse, the 
first heroic defender of Muskrat City. To 


think, now I have blah + +> 
1 : gl h, blah, 
the honor а. 

of wearing his 

supersuit and 


continuing 
the family 
TRADITION! 
“Tm so 
sorry,” Tess 
said suddenly. 








Famiiy His TORY 


te 


„when I realized the difficult 
INMISSUDN that lay ahead of me, І didn't 
turn back,” he said, and I couldn’t help 
squeaking up. 

"At least you inherited your supersuit 
from your grandfather,” | said. “But me? 


I don't understand any of my powers. I'm 


16t Cut cut té be a Herómouse!" 
Before I could say any more, the Mouse 
Alarm began to blink. Emergency! Sewer 
Rat Attach ! appeared on the screen. 


Ап emergency? Mighty mozzarella! 








Ai n M ТҮ - 














y SOS, Мекомісе! 


is going on here. We need to check it out, 
Superstilton!” 

“B-b-but T-t-ony Sludge is dangerous!” 
1 stuttered. 

“And we'll be the ones to stop him, 


partner: Swiftpaws responded. 


e need to check it out 
we Superstilton! | 





1 Want TO Get 
Dowwwwwn! 
“SUPERSONIC ROCKET MODE!” 


Swiftpaws cried. 

In no time at all, his costume transformed 
ino a EUPEREPEEDY ROCKET. 
And I still didn't know how to use my 
Supersuit ! 

Putrid cheese puffs, would I ever 
be a true Heromou 


SUPER Г) E" sam шш = 3 Ei Р 
5 І І І 
= = 1 Ча 


Let's go!" come 
hollered. "We can't 
stay here, resting on 


our paws while 
the innocent 
rodents of 








1 Want то Ger Doywwwwsl $ 


GREAT MOZZARELLA BALLS! 
I was SUPER.scared! 

In a matter of seconds, we found ourselves 
flying above the skyscrapers of Muskrat 
City, heading toward the freeway tunnel. 1 
felt that delicious donut churning in my 
stomach. . .. ipu. 

"Could you fly a little slower?" I 
called to Swiftpaws, trying to be 
polite. "It's hard for me to keep 


my grip, and, um, I don't want 
to aff!" I said, feeling my 


paws sweat. 

Swiftpaws slowed down. 
“But we'll never get 
there at this rate!" 
he protested with 
a sigh. 
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BEHIND THE SMOKE‏ و 


whispered. “It's hard to see much of anything 
in here. Jupersuit! Megaventilator Mode!” 
Before І could blink, his supersuit 
transformed into a big FAN. i: 
whirred into action with a thunderous 
thrrrruuuuuummmmmm! 
pups seconds, = smoke cleared and an 
UN ah EDA ¡BLE E sight unfolded before 
Our eyes... 





BEHIND THE SMOKE Ф 


"What's happening here?" Swiftpaws 
cried. 

In the middle of the tunnel, between 
the stopped CARS and the abandoned 
police truck, the police mice were... 
BREAK-DANGING! Without any music! 

“Great Gouda!“ I exclaimed, realizing 
something. “They aren't dancing. | think 


.. scratching" 





they're . 











tile No. 702214 
1 5 
Ony 0 


o: The leader of the Sewer Rats is the most terrible criminal in 
М history of Muskrat lity. lis goal is to conquer the city and rule 
from the sewers. 


Nhere he lives: When hele 
not in prison, he lives in the 
subterranean fortress of 
hottington, in the sewers of 


Muskrat City. 


What They саў about him 
lp has а а М orrible temper! 
When he gets angry (which 
happens en]. ts better 
to stay n 


la 


th: he 
never gives up. 


te E‏ لك | لكان 
very vain, and‏ 
epends a lot of‏ 
time in front of‏ 
the mirror.‏ 





BEHIND THE Smoke ж 


to send уоп back behind bars. Right, 
SUPERSTILTON > 

He paused. “Um... Superstilton?” 

| SEAPEd into the blackness, pale 
as a slice of mozzarella, with my whiskers 
trembling in fear. I Sufped and tried to 
speak. 

“O-of course! Y-you can't escape —” I 
stuttered. 


But Sludge's STINGING RAY centered 


on me before I even finished my sentence! 








BEHIND THe Smoxe 





that you’re out of my way. Ha, na, һа!” 

Uh-oh. Sounded like Sludee was on 
his way to cause a chaotic city-wide 
ex, Sind 
there was nothing we 
could do to stop 
him! 









For A THOUSAND 
MOZZARELLA 
Barıs! 


At that moment, my partner and І weren't 
feeling very heroic. . . . We were feeling 
itchy! 
I tried to come up with a plan, but the 
itching made me 50116314 with dismay. A 
JI! whole team of teas was 
feasting on my tail! 
"For a thousand 
mozzarella balls!" 
I wailed. "How awful!" 
А second later, an 


ENORMOUMfE ball of 


mozzarella appeared out 

















said, squeaking FAST. 
"First things first — 
hecavek the stinging 
ray machine.” 

Swiftpaws grabbed 
the machine from near 


Tony Sludge’s paws. 
“Now turn the handle to the left, until the 
knob lands on the ‘Emer Fency Flea 


Recall Button,” said Electron. 

“Done?” said Swiftpaws. 

Proton said, “Now aim . . ." 

„AND EHDOT!” finished 

Electron. 

Swiftpaws followed their instructions. 
Guess where he pointed the machine? 

“Squeakl” I cried, ducking. *Y-you aren't 
really going to test it on Me, are you?" 

I took a few steps backward, but it was too 
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Ў ef tate, The ray 
hit me straight 
on — and I 
immediately felt 
better | 
had matted and 


же battered fur, but 
e you 


ready! the fleas were gone. 
"Cheese niblets, 


that feels fabumouse!” 
| sighed with relief. 
“Good job, guys!” said Swiltpaws, zapping 
away his own fleas and hanging up his cell 
phone. “Now where did Roatf ord go?” 
Just then, we heard a whimper nearby. 
“Commissioner!” | called, following the 
direction of the MOAR. 
“Argh — yes, I'm here! I’m pinned down 
by a giant ball of mozzarella!" he responded. 


9 








* For A THOUSAND MOZZARELLA Barıs! 


looked at each other, frozen in shock. 
Electron’s voice broke us out of our 
daze. “While you weren't watching, Sludge 
escaped through the tunnel’s EMERGENCY 
EXIT! You have to follow him!” 
Commissioner Ratford picked up Sludge’s 
stinging ray machine and urged us into action. 
“Go, Heromice — catch those supervillains! 


MUSKRAT CITY 


NEEDS youl: 








E 








Mysterious Female leromouse. She alwa gà seerng to be in the 
right p lace at the right time to help the other heromice, 


She has never revealed this. 
ler true identity also remains a mystery. 


Intellige ent aj le. and Very 
heautif ар 
they tend to shap hort E which 


can come in han 


y! 


Acrobatic jumps and 
martial arts. 


She can enter and exit a scene 
without being spotted. 








THANKS, LADY WONDERWHISKERS] 


in E ES El G E3 E El! In fact, he had 
joined flud ge on the bulldozer — and he 
held a high-tech gadget in his paws. For the 
love of cheese, I had a bad feeling about this! 

Swiftpaws didn't waste any time. He 
immediately transformed his supersuit 
into a rocket-powered skate board EN 
and raced toward the two CRIMINALS. 

But before he could leap aboard the 


bulldozer to disarm $ — 


and Slickfur . 





"THANKS, LADY WonDERWHISKERS] 


i , 
2 ! 
E 


Slickfur's gadget unleashed a chilly blast 


of air, and Swiftpaws was frozen into an 


ice statue: 


























JE elt 


| 
= 


п. 








Tut Last Lavon Y 


side, HAPPY that he 

was still in one piece. 
"Hey, this isn't bad!" 

said Swiftpaws feebly, 

licking his whiskers. 

“I think it's 

cheese! Want to try 


some?” 


“There's no 


time!” cried Lady 

Wonderwhiskers. 

"Look!" : 

An ENORMOUSE 

purple limousine had just pulled up 
behind us. It was the Sewer Rats’ 
Sludgemobile! One, Two, and Three, 
Tony Sludges HENCHMICE, climbed out 
and held the doors open for Sludge and 


Slickfur. 
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9 Mission Acconrıisneol AAN 


“Do you ШШ ЯНЕ what that 


means?” Proton asked me. 





“Absolutely not,” I responded. 

Electron and Proton rolled their eyes. Then 
Proton patiently explained. 

“Superstilton, you yelled "FOR A THOUSAND 
MOZZARELLA BALLS’ and exactly a thousand 
balls of mozzarella appeared. Doesn't that 
seem like more than a coincidence?” he 


asked. 














VEAKIMOUSE FRIENDS) 
THANKS FOR/READING/ AND 
ВАНа ELL р ЕЕ T HE Sister lele) € 
PPLE BE ANG IT HER 
WHISKERZFLIGCKING "GOOD 
ADVENTURE, AND HATS 
ATPROMISE? 








